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to earn enough money to take me back to Italy. Now my desire to learn the language was based upon
my interest in the family with whom I was living, I wanted to be able to understand these people who had been so kind and considerate to me, and I wanted to be able to convey to them my ideas and my feelings.
Late that winter I left the Riehmonds intending to return to them, but events so shaped themselves that I did not go back again to that beautiful home. In the vicinity of Skowhegan, Maine, lived the But-terfield brothers, relatives of the llichmonds* They were lumbering on their own account, and being1 in need of help and knowing that Mr. Richmond had no need of my services during1 the winter months, they requested that I be sent clown to them. I hesitated about going1, but as I was told that I was coming back, I went.
I had been with the Butterfields about a week when one day, it was the l()th of March, 1904* Mr* William Buttcrfield and I were sawing a log which we had felled the night before. I was pulling one end of the cross-cut saw, he the other, when all of a sudden, Mr. Butterfidd stopped and looked at me intently. As he did go the village clock in the distance was ringing seven strokes, which echoed through the frosty air of that March morning* An if struck by a new thought, Mr. ButterMd, with emphasis, said to me: **l<1rank^ my boy, you ought
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